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Richard Relkin 

Lexington, Kentucky 

Hey Rick, 

So about 2 months ago, a Siberi- 
an Husky was brought into the 
Humane Society in Lexington, 
KY. | wanted to adopt it. It's 
been my dream since our family 
dog, Fluffy, died some years 
ago to get another dog and to 
get a Husky. | had to wait a 
week to make sure that the for- 
mer owners didn't claim her and 
then she'd be all mine. Of 
course, things never work that 
easily. Some guy tried to scam 
his way to the dog, waiving the 
adoption fee and all that by say- 
ing it was his son's dig. Need- 
less to say, this caused great 
angst and anxiety, as this dog 
was the sweetest thing I've ever 
seen. Stark, regal, deep blue 
eyes, attentive, affectionate and 
calm. After almost two weeks | 
was finally able to adopt her. 

| spoke to my sister the night be- 
fore | was going to get her. She 
told me about a dream she had 
the night before. | was with the 
dog and a friend and the dog 
was giving birth. Only she gave 
birth to 6 dead puppies. That's 
all she dreamed and it spooked 
me. 

| went to adopt her the next 
morning, bright and early, as 
soon as they opened. 

"Sorry, we're running a little be- 
hind, we just have to give her a 
dewormer and then | have to 
find a vet who'll still perform a 
spaying on a pregnant dog." 
My heart dropped and | almost 
started bawling right there; the 
fact that my sister knew this dog, 
900 miles away from her apart- 
ment in New York, was preg- 
nant, they were performing a 
doggie abortion and that my sis- 
ter had dreamed it, scared the 
hell out of me. | didn't ask the vet 
how many fetuses we're in the 
dog. | didn't want to know. 
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With that behind us, Rufus and | 
forged a healthy boy and his 
dog relationship where she 
would drag me sprinting full 
speed around the neighborhood 
three or four times a day and all 
the other wonderful things you 
experience with a pet that you 
so easily bond with. 

Sadly, the story ends five weeks 
later. Unbeknowest to anyone 
(but maybe from the spaying) Ru- 
fus had a tumor. After a life 
where she lost one ear to frost: 
bite, a tooth when she was at 
tacked by a bigger dog two 
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broken ribs from who knows 
where, and countless other fea- 
tures that point to the fact that 
her past life was not a kind life, 
she finally finds a good home 
with someone who cares, and is 
unable to enjoy it. 

| had a dream not too long be- 
fore this whole thing happened. 
| was being chased by some 
snake, was couped up in this 
room, knowing that my death 
lay outside the door. I'd accept 
ed this and opened the door. In- 
stead of a snake, in trots this 
puppy husky, obviously proud, 


for it had just made a lunch of 
my predator. | attribute this to 
the Native American belief of 
having specific animal deity/ 
protectors.Things moved real fast 
from there, and I'm left here won- 
dering who'll protect me now? 


Just wanted to share, 


Martin Chavira 

Chico, California 

Dear Rick, 

I'm just writing to pledge my 
complete support to RARE BIT 
FIENDS. | initially picked up the 
book because it was a creation 
of yours and | figured, "Well, 
lets find out what the hell Veitch 
is up to this time." | might as well 
throw in that I've never been 
able to enjoy SWAMP THING 
ever since you took off. This isn't 
no kiss-ass remark, it's true. Any- 
way, when | started reading it, | 
started thinking, "What the 
fuck? Where's the plot? | don't 
get it. Am | missing something 
here?" When it finally dawned 
on me what was going on, | 
started enjoying it. In fact, | real- 
ly started enjoying what was go- 
ing on. When | talk about comic 
books to my non-comic book read- 
ing friends, your book always 
pops into the conversation, 
which invariably leads to the dis- 
cussion of dreams. 


RARE BIT FIENDS has encour- 
aged me to start my own dream 
journal. I've always been fasci- 
nated by dreams. I've enjoyed 
the mystery they add to our eve- 
ryday lives. They're a mystery 
I'd never like to truly solve. It 
would ruin everything they rep- 
resent. 

With that said and done, I'd like 
to share one of my recent adven- 
tures with you and your audi- 
ence. A friend and | are moun- 
tain climbing and | come to the 
mouth of a cave. We notice that 
there are torches on the inside 
wall of the cave and we decide 
to enter. The cave descends for 
quite a while, but is fully lit. We 
reach a part of the cave that has 
been flooded, but we see some 
turnstiles that are partly under- 


water. As we debate going fur- 
ther down the cave, we hear a 
voice. "You'll have to swim a lit 
tle bit if you want to make it the 
rest of the way." We looked to 
see where the voice was coming 
from and notice a man in a 
white robe standing in the wa- 
ter. "It's that deep. C'mon, the 
water ends right over here. 
C'mon." It was then that | no- 
ticed that the man was Harvey 
Kietel. "What's the matter, are 
you guys scared or something?" 
We jump in the water and it 
comes up to our necks. The wa- 
ter starts to recede and we start 
to reach the dry portion of the 
path when Harvey turns around 
and says to us, "Hold up a sec- 
ond, | have to baptize the both 
of you before we go any fur- 
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ther." | tell Harvey that I'd never 
really thought of him as a Christ 
figure. He says,"Hey, ain't you 
seen The Bad Lieutenant?" "I for- 
got about that one," | said. After 
dunking our heads in water we 
follow Harvey up the cave to an 
area where the walls of the cave 
are covered with large, concrete 
tiles. Each tile has a number and 
a letter. "What's this?",| ask him 
and he answers,"We don't have 
a fucking clue what this is. We 
know it's some sort of code, but 
no one can figure it out. That 
1=A, 2=B shit don't work, 
‘cause look here, a lot of the 
numbers and letters duplicate 
themselves and some of the num- 
bers are hooked up to letters that 
ain't even on the alphabet." He 
goes on to tell me that there 
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were actually 57 letters in the al- 
phabet and no one knows what 
happened to them. "These are 
probably them," he tells me. AF 
ter pondering on the tiles for a 
while we go further up the cave. 
At this point in the cave, the 
walls are opened wide enough 
to provide a viewing area some- 
where close to the top of the 
mountain. "Hey, check this out," 
Harvey says and we look out- 
side and see a bunch of flying 
saucers zig-zagging around. "I 
think they're waiting for us to fig- 
ure out the code," he tells us. 
Suddenly this older guy in a 
white robe shows up and whis- 
pers something in Harvey's ear. 
"Okay guys, shows over, time to 
go." We follow him down a dif- 
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ferent path and it opens to a 
large drainage pipe under a 
wooden train bridge near my 
hometown. "Here, take my Jeep," 
he says and he tosses us some 
keys. We see the Jeep parked 
underneath some large trees 
and start driving to my parents 
house. | look up at the large 
trees, made gloomy by lack of 
light in the valley and just drive 
to a little bar | know on the way 
home. 

Thank you a great magazine. 
Good luck on its success. | defi- 
nitely think you got a great thing 
going here. 

Sincerely, 

Martin Chavira 





Larry Loc 

There is a whole group of peo- 
ple from the Orange County Co- 
rel - Ventura Users Group. We 
are all over at someone's house 
waiting for the latest issue of the 
Style Sheet to be modemed to us 
so that we can edit it. We're in 
this giant room like a fire station 
barracks only there are comput: 
ers at the foot of each bed. Ruth 
comes in a gets in bed with me. 
"I'm tired of waiting for you!" | 
ask her about who is staying 
with Toby. "He's asleep, | left 
him alone. He'll be okay." 

lam in Kathy's cubical at work 
and | see that there is a ceiling 
so | climb up above the ceiling 
and there is a sword and some 
flyers for dungeons and drag- 
ons. There is also a small black 
and white TV in the crawlway. 
The sword is real gaudy with lots 
of fake gems and looks like one 
of the Spanish trade jobs form 
the World Bazaar stores. | look 
at the sword and turn on the TV 
and then put everything back the 
way that | found it. 

| am with my son's Cub Scout 
pack. We are outside in this 
park. We are standing under 
this great tree and | decide to 
climb it. | am worried that | will 
scuff my new wing tips. | climb it 
anyway. All the Club Scouts are 
looking up in the tree and asking 
me what I'm doing. 

| climb down form the tree and 
one of the fathers from Cub 
Scouts has his motorcycle all 
apart and is working on the en- 
gine. | ask him what is wrong 
and he tells me that the brakes 
keep failing. | try to point out 
that taking the engine apart is 
not going to fix the brakes. 

| get in the line that is froming 
next to the tree. | yell over to the 
guy working on the bike. "Have 
my father look at that, he is a me- 
chanic!" The line turns out to be 
a food line for some kind of Mex- 
ican cafeteria. The line winds 
past the office where the sword 
is hidden. There are a lot of 
XQB's in the line with me, 
Yeates and Ernie and Veitch. 


There is this loud girl in line that 
keeps complaining. | say some- 
thing to Tom about her and she 
starts to bitch at me. "You think 
I'm dumb don't you? Well I'm 
not dumb! Just ask me a ques- 
tion. I'll show you how dumb | 
am." "Okay, if a particle is trav- 
eling at 5 lightyears per minute 
how many miles will it travel in 5 
minutes?" 

| leave the girl trying to figure out 
the problem and finally get to 
the head of the line. The food 
service is straight out of a high 
school lunchroom. These old wom- 
en in hair nets are standing be- 
hind bus trays serving slop with 
big stainless steel spoons. 

| take my plate of slop back to 
the table. The table is.right next 
to the tree where the guy is try- 
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ing to fix his motorcycle brakes 
by taking his engine apart. | hear 
him telling how his brother in 
law took out his bike and 
wrecked it because the brakes 
still weren't working after he 
spent all weekend working on 
them. 
We are sitting at this folding ta- 
ble with this disgusting food in 
front of us. There is a whole ta- 
ble of comic book folks. | am sit- 
ting next to Ernie and Tom 
Yeates and Rick Veitch is at the 
other end of the table in a Doc- 
tor Blasphemy T-shirt. "Hey Rick, 
I've got this great title for a com- 
ic book. It's Rick Veitch Must 
Die!" | look at the head of the ta- 
ble and Rick is gone. | look back 
at the table and my plate is 
gone. 
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"He can't take it. | was just go- 
ing to tell him this really great 
plot line." | am talking to this 
really heavy Black dude with 
dreadlocks that | always see at 
San Diego Con. "You see it is 
based on MAXIMORTAL"... (I re- 
alize in my dream that my plot is 
fake because my comic store 
stopped carrying the book after 
issue 3 and | have not read the 
end)..."so the aliens are pissed 
off and hire a hit alien to kill 
Veitch and he takes off on the Sil- 
ver Surfer's board and it is this 
chase across the universe!" 

After | finish the plot Rick comes 
back and walks over to a cart at 
my end of the table. He picks up 
my plate from behind the bus 
tray and puts it back in front of 
me. | look at it and don't know if 
I'm really that hungry. 

Raven wakes me with her cry- 
ing. She is-upset because her 
brother Toby has already crawled 
in bed with us in the night and 
now there is not room for her. 
"You can have my place!" | say. 
| get up and come into the studio 
and launch my word processor. 


Nerissa Rimone Newman 
Brooklyn, New York 


Dear Rick: 


First, thanks for including my let 
ter in MAXIMORTAL 7. The fol- 
lowing is a summary of a "baby 
series" of recurring nightmares 
and what | did about them. | call 
it a baby series since they were 
the first nightmares | can remem- 
ber and they occurred at age 5 
and ended right before | turned 
7. 


A group of hostile chimpanzees - 
my 5 year old size but much 
thicker and hairier - chased me 
down the block and up the three 
steps to the porch. | was only 
seconds in front of them and the 
dream ended after | pushed 
open the heavy front door, 
slipped inside, and slammed it 
in their faces. The sound of the 
slamming door rang in my ears 
for about 20 seconds after | 
woke up, as if that was the rea- 
son | awoke; as if I'd heard a 
door shut. 


The next morning after | 
thought the dream over, | started 
to remember tiny details like the 
fear (which was what | was 
thinking as | ran up the steps to 
the porch) that, if | got inside 
safely, the ends of my hair 
would somehow get caught in 
the door as it shut and my pur- 
suers would set fire to it, or some- 
thing equally as gross. 
| had that same dream about 
every three or four months. Each 
time | awoke | was totally out of 
breath and very frightened. This 
went on for well over a year, un- 
til | got the monkeys to go away 
forever. 

The dream started the same 
way; I'm at the end of my street 
playing around in a vacant lot 
with lots of trees and vegetation. 
It's always a cloudy day. Next, 
I'm on my way home when i 
hear a lot of noise behind me 
and turn around. Five or six 
chimps are quickly closing in, 
shouting things like "Get her!". 
That's when | take off. We run 
down the street (there are no 
neighbors or kids out) and the 
closer | get to home, the closer 
they get to me. Finally we reach 
the steps and porch; the follow- 
ing is how the last dream ended. 
As I'm about to open the door | 
turn around and face the group. 
| said "This is a dream. | know it 
is and you can't hurt me." | felt 
my heart beats calming down as 
| said that. The funny thing is, 
they all agreed with me and 
took off. We waved goodbye 
when they hit the street and | 
went into the house and closed 
the door. In the morning when | 
woke up, | remembered every- 
thing. The older | get, the more 
amazed | am at how | handled 
it. I've never been able to exert 
that kind of will in a dream 
again. And, no matter how 
hard I've tried, I've never been 
able to become conscious that 
I'm dreaming while it's happen- 
ing. 2 
On another subject: I'm sur- 
prised that no one has men- 
tioned Edgar Cayce (they called 
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him The Sleeping Prophet) 
whose life and work | find fasci- 
nating. | truly believe we all 
have the "powers" he manifest- 
ed, we just don't know how to 
tap into them (yet). 
Sincerely, 
Nerissa Rimone Newman 


NOTE TO LITTLE OMENS CON- 
TRIBUTORS: Thanks to every- 
body out there who's written or 
drawn a dream and sent it in. 
I'm sorry if | haven't written 
back, or even returned pre- 
addressed envelopes. I'ma real 
slouch about that end of self 
publishing (but I'm really good 
at getting the comic out every 
month!) so please bear with me, 
and keep on sending more stuff. 
| love reading all of it. 
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remember that I'm going to be 
reducing your piece down quite 
a bit to fit into columns of type. 
There is no schedule. | never 
know when anything is going to 
appear until I'm under the influ- 
ence of the rubber cement 
fumes, grabbing whatever I've 
got in the file that looks right at 
the time. Don't send original art. 
Try to find a copy machine that's 
capable of making a good clean 
copy with real blacks. I've got- 
ten three or four fictional stories 
that used dreams as plot devic- 
es. Be aware that these will usu- 
ally be passed over for strips 
that seek to document real 
dreamtime experience. Same with 
the letters-the one's with boda- 
cious dream imagery make the 
cut first. 


Are you ready for A.C.E., the 
ALTERNATIVE COMICS EXPO? 
What started as the Manchester, 
Vermont leg of the SPIRITS OF 
INDEPENDENCE Tour, has tak- 
en on a life of it's own thanks to 
the enthusiastic efforts of JOHN 
ROVNICK who just happens to 
operate COMICS ROUTE, the 
best Independent comic book 
store in the state. John's made 
COMICS ROUTE a model for 
successful Self-Retailing in a ru- 
ral area, and I'd recommend 
anyone who ever dreamt of 
someday opening that hip little 
store, coming out to A.C.E. and 
picking John's brain about how 
to do it. The place is THE EQUINOX 
HOTEL in Manchester, Vermont. 
The date will be July 1, 1995. 
We're going to have a number 
of selfpublishing luminaries in 
attendance, of course, some 
who will be familiar to readers 
of RARE BIT FIENDS as charac- 
ters in my overwrought dream- 
life, such as STEVE BISSETTE, 
GERHARD and DAVE SIM, among 
others. I'll be there to chat about 
dreams, do sketches, sign books, 
and have a good time. 'll have 
the ROAD BITS sketchbook if 
any you want to contribute to 
that ongoing dream jam. We're 
going to bring a real laid-back, 
easy-access kind of approach to 
A.C.E., in contrast to the tedious 
'INFO-TAINMENT EVENTS! most 
modern comic book conventions 
try to pution. AT A.C.E. the ac- 
cent will be on the human side 
of comics, not the superhuman. 
I should have a final list of partic- 
ipants by the next issue. Until 
then, call John at COMICS 
ROUTE (802) 362-3698 for up- 
to-the-minute poop. 


One of the reasons I'm helping 
organize A.C.E., and will be ap- 
pearing at as many of the SPIR- 
ITS OF INDEPENDENCE stops 
as | can manage, is the present 
state of the American comic 
book industry. In case you haven't 
heard, after a decade of outra- 
geous growth, the whole thing's 
in the toilet. Longtime comic 


book lovers are pissed off at the 
mess the marketers and mer- 
chandisers have made by ignit 
ing.and engineering the specu- 
lator glut of 1993. Comics are 
lousy, and the bloated compa- 
nies that publish them don't 
have a clue about how to make 
them great again. On a more 
fundamental level, the distribu- 
tion system that efficiently moves 
vast quantities of comic books 
around the country, and which 
has been in place since the late 
70's, is under heavy pressure to 
change. The biggest publisher, 
Marvel Comics, has just pur- 
chased the third largest distribu- 
tor, threatening to set off what 
could be a drastic restructuring 
of the whole industry as other 
big publishers rush to engage in 
a game of musical chairs with 
the other big distributors. What 
this will mean to selfpublishers 
like KING HELL, SPIDER-BABY, 
AARDVARK-VANEHIEM, CARTOON 
BOOKS, BEANWORLD PRESS, 
FIASCO COMICS, DOUBLE DI- 
AMOND, MULEHIDE GRAPH- 
ICS, HORSE PRESS and all the 
others, is notknown. But! got a 
feeling that there's going to be a 
smokefilled room somewhere 
and the future of comics is about 
to be decided by a few fat cats 
who really aren't to worried 
about this side of the art form. A 
lot of us are beginning to see the 
wisdom in setting up our own 
channels to our fans, thus the 
SPIRITS OF INDEPENDENCE 
tour, where we get to meet our 
readers one-on-one, in a non- 
frenzied atmosphere, and you 
get respect, something that's in 
short supply at those mego- 
extravaganzas designed merely 
to separate you from your wal- 
let. If getting back to what's real- 
ly important about comics is im- 
portant fo you, then check out 
one of the many SPIRITS OF IN- 
DEPENDENCE shows happen- 
ing across the country this year. 
A complete list of dates can be 
found on the back cover of CER- 
EBUS each issue. Hope to see 
you at one of the stops of the 
tour. 


Another fine batch of CELEBRITY 
RARE BITS this month. | think | 
told you last issue about Ml- 
CHAEL ZULLI's second contribu- 
tion to these pages. BEAST is my 
favorite Zulli piece, ever. Even 
after reading it a dozen times, it 
still brings a cold chill to my 
spine. Michael is mostly illustrat- 
ing VERTIGO comics these days, 
but those intrigued by his stylish- 
ly poetic writing might want to 
run down the three issue series 
he wrote and drew for the TEEN- 
AGE MUTANT NINJA TURTLES 
a few years ago (before Mirage 
Studios started handing out the 
work-for-hire contracts). He's also 
hinting about something he in- 
tends to SELF-PUBLISH in the fore- 
seeable future. |, for one, am 
looking forward to that! 


If you haven't discovered THB, 
by PAUL POPE, you're in for a 
treat! Paul is one of those rare 
artists that emerge: full blown 
from the head of Zeus in their 
early twenties. One of the most 
striking aspects of his stuff, for 
me, is how wonderfully untaint- 
ed it is by American superhero 
comics. | see Caniff, by way of 
Hugo Pratt, but with a tragi-comic 
sensibility all his own. Don't ask 
me to explain why , but if | tried 
to describe THB in a single 
word, that word would have to 
be "CHOCOLAT". Check it out! 


MARK BODE got in under the 
wire with this page of dream dy- 
namite. MARK's been writing 
down his outrageous dreamlife 
in little note books for years, and 
tells me he often dreams about 
his father, self-proclaimed ‘car- 
toon guru', VAUGHN BODE, 
who died about two decades 
ago. I'm trying to coax Mark 
into channelling his old man's 
ghost, seeing if we can get the 
creator of CHEECH WIZARD 
and THE MAN fo dictate stories 
from beyond the pale, but so far 
no luck! Mark, Vaughn, I'm tell- 
ing you-it's a natural! Maybe 
even a supernatural! 
See you in thirty, 
Roarin' Rick Veitch 
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Dreamt about my father Vaughn today. It was a long awaited visit 
from him on my part. At the moment in real time my dad and | had a two 
generations of Bode art show in New York City. Interesting he would 
choose this setting for one of my strongest dreams about him 20 years 
after his passing. In the dream | opened my eyes and found 

myself on top of the Empire State building [my fathers favorite building 
in N.Y.C.] on a rickety fire escape that wound around the upmost part of 
the needle at the top. 

My dad was sitting at my side, and we were talking nothings to each 
other. | remember being quite scared of where | was, butterflies and all. 
Very unexpectedly my dad stood up and hung off the edge of the fire escape 
with his feet dangling off the edge, | tried to stop him but suddenly he let 
go. | lunged for him in fear of loosing him again, but | missed his grasp. 
He landed with a slam 50 feet down on the same fire escape, he looked up 
at me and grinned, and mightily jumped up grabbing the bar of the platform 
| was cowering on, and hoisted himself up!! “See,” he said, “there’s 
nothing to it, just concentration,” still hanging off the side. | couldn't 
bare it! | blinded my eyes as he let go again, and slammed to the level 
below me, hoisting and jumping, flying back and forth, with great pride in 
the demonstration. The noise stopped, and all | heard was the cold 

morning wind, and the cars way down below. When | opened my eyes 

he was kneeling in front of me with his hand on my cheek. | was shivering 
and crying, “I! want to go now.....’m just a mortal,l’m scared.” He 

hugged me protecting me from the edge, and led me out of the dream..... 
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